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TEMPORARY STAR 
 
Cutting up the pillowcase 
Cutting out the face 
Of the ghost that howls every night 
When you close your eyes against the light 
When you find out that you are 
One more broken finger 
One more temporary star 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



SNAKESKIN 
 
Got a coat of snakeskin 
And it keeps me warm 
Looking prim 
Proper dandy I am 
Dressing up in my snakeskin 
 
Chest of feathers 
Lurks underneath 
Oh, I’m so clever 
You can’t even see 
Chest of feathers underneath 
Covered up in my snakeskin 
Proper dandy I am 
Dressing up in my snakeskin 
 
Calm, collected 
Projector projected 
A film on the side of my skull 
A cannot clearly recall  
The name of the picture 
But I do 
Oh, I do 
So distinctly remember the feeling I felt 
When that last, lonely frame 
Slipped past the aperture 
 
In my coat of snakeskin 
Come around 
I come around again 
End of winter I shed 
Shed my coat of snakeskin 
 
Chest of feathers 
Burns underneath 
Surly weather 
Can’t even breathe 
Chest of feathers underneath 
Covered up in my snakeskin 
Proper dandy I am 
Dressing up in my snakeskin 
 
Off the record 
I fear I’ve detected 
A spur on the side of my soul 
I could barely control 
The hurt if I wanted 
And I scrape and I tear and I claw 
Just to yank the blasted thing out 
Oh, I try and I toil 
Yet, it leaves me still haunted 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
HOTSPUR 
 
Hotspur 
Cool, calm, clever scout 
With you within or without 
Leeward, windward, homeward, nowhere 
Friendly scout 
 
Her tween decks are packed full 
Of boys, of men, and their well−oiled toys 
Barefoot powder paw prints 
Holler, “Quiet now” 
 
Holler loud 
Quiet now 
 
Hotspur 
She’s warm woman cave 
Headmaster, cat−scratcher, slave 
Weevils wiggle out her hardtack 
Lowly knave 
 
Her mizzens luff 
Caught in a game Poseidon plays when he awakes 
Leeward, bearing: nowhere 
Holler, “quiet now” 
 
Holler loud 
Quiet now 
 
Holler loud 
Quiet now 
 
Holler loud 
Quiet  



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
LIGHTNING’S NAME 
 
I can only do my best 
I will try to make it safe 
Though this load’s a lot to bear 
And the spark has turned to flame 
 
Oh, it burns me in my chest 
Like lightning signs a name 
On every victim’s breast 
Sent to an early grave 
 
If only now it could be over 
The storm clouds could go 
And leave the sky open for anything at all 
 
Would you laugh at all my jokes? 
Even though they sound the same 
As the ones I’ve told before 
As the ones I’ll tell again? 
 
Would you open up the door? 
Would you be glad that you came 
To a place where time’s well−spent 
And lightning has a name? 
 
If only now it could be over 
The storm clouds could go 
And leave the sky open for anything at all 
 
   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

VASSILY 
 
Don’t say a word 
Your heart’s like a hummingbird’s 
I fell on the sleeve of your shirt 
Oh, how the pennywhistle hurts ten tiny horses 
Soft ears begin to bleed 
Slow me the sleigh down 
The reigns are caught around our feet 
When I asked where we were going, Vassily 
“To the end, to the end, to the dirt and the dead leaves” 
 
We are not friends 
So why am I here with you then? 
Your weight is warm on my chest 
A fleeting soul stinks on your breath 
Quilted in kopecks, your corpulent corpse covers me 
Clutching an icon, my frostbitten hands push you free 
When I asked where we were going, Vassily 
“To the end, to the end” 
 
To the end, indeed 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



MASTICATED & EMASCULATED 
 
Passed up a word of good advice: 
  
 “You should get out more, kid, 
 You’ll wither on the vine. 
 Black bitter when wine 
 Your carnal yield 
 Offending pallets of  
 One−thousand vinophiles.” 
 
Spit out the swill! 
 
Would I ever show thee 
What it means to know me? 
I want to help you help me out 
I am masticated and emasculated 
Barely there: me 
Bear me out 
 
Four walls: the only math I need 
Count counter−clockwise 
Four… three… two… one… 
Back to three 
Three parts of four  
I’ll never know 
Windows and doors  
East… west… & north 
I’ll never go 
 
Get me out of here! 
 
Would I ever show thee 
What it means to know me? 
I want to help you help me out 
I am masticated and emasculated 
Barely there: me 
Bear me out 
 
Would I ever show thee 
What it means to know me? 
I want to help you help me out 
I am masticated and emasculated 
Barely there: me 
Bear me out 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 MAGNET MAGNET 
 
Magnet magnet 
Drawing me in 
Holding me  
Close to it 
Then 
 
Repelling me when we’re alike 
Repelling me when we’re alike 
 
North Pole 
South Pole 
Taking their toll 
Tearing the whole in twain 
I am living in two 
Side by side 
Beside myself 
Two sets of eyes 
 
Go forth… stay back 
Everything is okay 
The whole world’s turned to black 
Keep close… now get away 
 
Repelling me when we’re alike 
Repelling me when we’re alike 
 
Magnet magnet 
Taking its toll 
Tearing the whole in twain 
I am living in two 
Side by side 
Beside myself 
Two sets of eyes 
 
Beside myself 
Two sets of eyes 
 
Go out… stay in 
Do not be afraid 
I’m afraid of myself 
Keep close… now get away 
 
Repelling me when we’re alike 
Repelling me when we’re alike 
 
Go forth… stay back 
Everything is okay 
The whole world’s turned to black 
Keep close… now get away 
 
Beside myself 
Two sets of eyes 
 
Beside myself 
Two sets of eyes 
Repelling me when we’re alike 
 
Beside myself 
Two sets of eyes 
 



NIGHTMARE SONG 
 
I know that it is time 
The moon’s tap−tapping 
On my window pain… elated 
And I’m saying goodbye  
To all my friends 
Will I see them again? 
Could this be forever? 
 
Good night 
Sleep tight 
No bad dreams tonight 
Tucked in 
I’m fucked now 
Strange monsters come creeping out 
 
I guess I’m doing fine 
Six fingers and seven toes 
At least one of my eyes 
Bacon crackles on the stove 
Amble on my crutches 
Descend into the kitchen 
 
Hi, my sunshine 
Hope you slept all right 
Kiss, kiss, better son 
Eat up… the bus has come 
 
Another day has passed 
Slipping off my dirty clothes 
Naked, I ask:  
“Where do the evil creatures hide?” 
In my sunken chest 
I can hear them laughing 
 
Good night 
Sleep tight 
No bad dreams tonight 
Tucked in 
I’m fucked now 
Strange monsters come creeping out 
 
 
  
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

DANGEROUSLY CLOSE TO MADNESS 
 
Dangerously close to madness 
Creeping out toward the edge 
Days and days of endless sadness 
Make me wish that I was dead 
 
Too bad we’re alone in this life 
I would rather be here with you 
I’m glad, though it may be a crime 
To find out that you’re alone too 
 
Save a place for me in heaven 
Or in hell if truth be told 
I could burn for my trespasses eternally  
If with your hand to hold 
 
Two hearts alone in this life 
Along with six billion others too 
All lost like a wasp in the car 
And it’s getting so hot in here 
Is fear the illusion that we’re 
Greater than the stars 
Could joy be the moment that we 
Accept how alone we are 
 
We are nothing 
We are nothing 
We are nothing 
We are nothing 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 


